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7 he BiUorie of 

Prince. Faith, tell me now in earneft, how cAme Ba/fialfftt ' 

Sword fohackt? .uu-r» jr-j. 

7efo. Why, he backtttwith his Dagger, and laid he would 
rweare tiuthoutof but hee would make you beleeueit 

was done in fight, and pcrlwaded vs to doe the like. 

Cer. Yea, andto tickle our nofes with fpcare-gralFe, to make 
thenibleede, and then to bcllubbcr our garments with it, and 

fweare it was the blood of true men. I did thatl did not this fea- 

uen yeare before, 1 blumt to hearc his monllroiis deuifes. 

Trtn. O villaine,tliOU ftoleftatup ofiackccighteeneyeeres 
ago, and werttaken with the manner, and euer lince thou haft 
blulht extempore, thou hadtl fire and fwora on thy fide, and yet 

thou ranft away : what inftinrthadft thou for It ? 

Sak My Lot d, doeyoufeethefe meteors? doe youbch^U 
thefe exhalations j* 

Pm. I doe, 

Par. What thinke you they portend.? 

*Pri» Hot Liuers, and cold Purees. 

Choler,my Lord, if rightly taken, 

SnterFatflalffe, 

Pm, h?Oj ifrightly taken. Halter. Here comes leane 7rfo^,here 
SDmesbare-bone. How now my fweete creature of Bombaft, 
how long is’t ago, lacks, fince thou faweft thine owne Knee ? 

Fal. My owne Knee / when Iwas about thy yeares {Bd)\ 
was not an Eagles talent in the waft: Icould hauecreptintoa- 
ny Aldermas thumbe-ring : aplague.offighing and griefe, it 
faJowes a man vp like a bladder. T ker s villanous newes abroad, 
here was fir John brahj from your Father : you muft goe to the 
Court in the morning. The fame mad fellow of the North fercf, 
9lXi(^\\to^ff'ales, that gaue .</zw<jzw««thc Baftinado, and made 
Lucifrr cuckold f andfworethe2)wif// his true liegeman vpon 
the Grotle of a welch hooke j what a plague call you him .? 

Poin, O GienAimer. 

Fal. Owen, Owen^ the fame, and his Sonne in law Alortimer, 
andoltl andthelprighly ScotofScottesj5«»' 

j//»j^,thatrunncsahorfe-backevp a hill perpendiculari 

Pm. Hcethat rides athighfpeed, and with a Piftellkilkts 
Sparrow flying. 


T' 




Tienry the 

Fd//; Youhauchitit. 

PrlJre. Why what a rafcall art thou then,to praife him fo for 

'“pd^ihorfc-hackc (yecCuckoc) buton foote bee will not 
^ footer • a- xt 

JbrLhAud I thoufand blew Caps more mrcefier i^ ftoliic 
^ay t mght, thy fathers beardisturn d white with the newes, 
vo/may buy Land now as cheape as ftmcking MackreU. 

^ 7 n».^Theat'islike,if therecomc ahot • 

buffeting hold , wee (hall buy Mayden-heads as they buy Hob- 

the Malfe lad, thou faift true, it is 
good trading that way. But tell me Hal, Art not *hou horr - 

Lrd? tlKubeingHeircapparent, 

out tbrcefuch Enemies againe, as that fiend that (pint 

?X.andthatdiueU ijlcndower? Art thou not horrible afra.de^ 
doth notthy blood thrill at iti r , ■ n.- a. 

Prm. Not awhit yfaitli ; 1 lackc fomc of thy inftmdf. 

Fdlf. Well, thou wilt-be horrible chlddc to morrow when 
thoucommeft to thy Father: ifthou doelouemec,.praaifcan 

antwere* . , ^ ^ * 

Prince. Do thou ftand for my Father, and examine me vpon 

the particulars of my life. i- 

'Fal. Shall li content : this Chairefhalbe my State,this Dag- 
ger my \Scepter, and this Cufliin my Crowne. 

Prin. Thy State i;. taken foraioynd ftoole,thy golden Scep- 
ter for aleaden Dagger, and thy precious rich Crowne,for a pit- 

fifuilbald Crowne. . ci 

Fa/f. Well, and the fire of Gracebc not quite out of thee, 
now flialt thou be moiied. Giuemee a cuppeof Sacke to make 
mine eyes looke reddc , that it may be thought I haue • 
Forlmuftfpcake inpaffion, andlwilldeeitinKingCm^^fi 
vaine* 

E £ *v. ' Prme/k 
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